BARBARIAN STORIES

For a moment the fear of the Gods left her and
another fear came flooding in. She shouted up to
them: 'The Crow-Men, the Crow-Men, have they
come?* She could hear no answer down-wind, but
two of the watchers ran together, grey, flapping
shapes up there on the crest, and then one came
clambering down to where she was. 'Where did you
see them?' he asked, and shouted back her answer
to the other, and pulled her after him up the cliff",
suddenly out of the wind, into the Town.

They ran her along between them to the Head-man
and she told what she had seen. Then for a minute or
two the whole Town was shaken with men rushing
outwards, to the walls, hurrying and gathering and
peering down over the chimneys of up-blowing mist.
Sheep and children were driven into the huts and then
the women and boys ran out to the men on the walls
with bundles of arrows and skirtfuls of sling-stones.

The little girl saw her father go by to his place,
armed, and wondered how much he would beat her
for losing the basket, or whether she could tell him
when he was full fed in the evening and have nothing
but a mutton bone thrown at her cheerfully, with per-
haps enough meat left on it to make it worth picking.
Or, if the Crow-Men came, perhaps he would be
killed. She evaded a step-mother who tried to drive
her into the hut. There was something still to be done.
But, as she got to the Spotted Stone, there was a long
yell from the far side, and before it was ended, others
following it, and crashing of stones, and the women
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